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Confined 


Author's Notes: 
This idea woke me up from a dream a couple weekends ago. As soon as | started writing it, it all just flowed 


out over the course of two days. Thanks to Lia for the quick look over :) 


Tony woke up with a jolt, whacking his arm against the solid metal chair. Tears filled his eyes, sharp bright 
light searing the tiny orbs. 


"So good of you to join us again, Mr Kakko." 


Tony groaned and forced his eyes open towards the voice. He squinted and saw an older man looming over him. 


Gray hair branched out from his temples into his heavy beard. 
"Mr Kakko, why are staring at me? Don't you remember who | am?" 


Tony opened his mouth to say something. 


The man sighed and shook his head. "You cannot speak, Mr Kakko. You lost your voice several years ago. Why 


must you continue to believe that it will come back? You need to get over this, so you can finally heal.” 


Tony's eyes widened and his hand reached up to touch against his throat. He shook his head and backed away 


from the man. 


‘Its true. You lost your voice years ago in a freak stage accident. Sonata Arctica ceased to exist after that, 


and you were committed here." 

Tony raised an eyebrow at the man. 

The man cocked his head to the side. "You don't know where you are, do you?" 

Tony bit his lip and shook his head. 

"You're in an mental institution. Losing your voice had quite an effect on your mental disposition. You attacked 
one of your band members and the courts decided that you were dangerous for yourself and others at the 
time. They sent you here under my care to help you deal with your crime." 

Tony swallowed hard and cast his eyes at the ground. 


The doctor sighed and touched Tony on the shoulder. "It will get better over time. That's why l'm here." 


Tony shook his head and tried to move away from the man Two burly orderlies stopped Tony's momentum and 


placed him in a straightjacket. Tony wiggled in the restraints and glared at the man, 


The doctor made a motion for the men to take Tony away. "You will deal with this, Mr Kakko. One way or 


another." 


9 EEE EE 


Brown eyes fluttered open to stare at the ceiling. Tony tried to move his arms but they were tightly drawn 
across his chest. He glanced down to see a off-white straightjacket covering the top part of his body. 


A silent sigh escaped his lips, tired muscles unresponsive to his attempts to move. 
The doctor appeared in the doorway. "You're awake again. Good." 
Tony looked over at him and frowned. 


The doctor snorted and shook his head. "No, Mr Kakko, | didn't drug you. You passed out on the way to your 


room. You've been doing that a lot lately and I'm unsure of the cause. Maybe some more tests?" 


Tony crouched in his bed, sliding away from the doctor in fear. 


"Ah, you remember the tests, | see. It's the only way we can figure out what's wrong with you. But first, it's 
time for group therapy." 


Tony stared at the doctor in confusion. 

The same two big orderlies came into the room and grabbed Tony by the torso to drag him out of the room. 
Tony watched the doctor as he passed by, struggling weakly, and frowned. 

RK 

The orderlies deposited Tony into a chair and stood off to the side. Tony glanced around the room and realized 
that he was sitting in a circle of chairs. Eyes took in the black padded walls of the room, windows filled with 
dark swirling clouds. He frowned and shook his head. 


One by one others arrived and were placed into the chairs. Most were silent except one. 


A raven haired man looked around the room with wild eyes. "Ah yes, it's time again for the sharing to begin 


Will we make the poor little girl cry again, will the vegetable move a muscle to crap in his pants again?" 
Tony frowned at the man. 


The man snorted and rolled his eyes at Tony. "And you, the mastermind of this whole thing. You're crazier 
than | am, and that's saying a lot.” 


Tony blinked and snorted. He shook his long red curls and looked over at the doctor. 
The doctor glanced back. "Don't worry about him, Mr Kakko. He's harmless and likes to rave about all sorts of 
things. He's suffering from Dissociative Identity Disorder. He can turn on the drop of a hat from calm to 


raving without any provocation. He's been here since 2001" 


Tony glanced over at a young girl sitting opposite from the raving man. Her body was tightly drawn up, arms 
holding her legs close to her chest. She rocked back and forth in her chair, mumbling words Tony couldn't hear. 


The doctor motioned to the girl. "She's been here only a year. She believes that a man is out to get her, to 
rape and kill her. The paranoia she was diagnosed with by her doctors led her to this place.’ 


Tony nodded and cocked his head to the side when he spotted a catatonic man in a wheelchair to his right. 


The doctor nodded. "Yes, he is the vegetable as the other man alluded to. He's been like that since 2004, when 
he lost the love of his life. A freak ship accident caused by a turned off lighthouse." 


Tony's eyes widened and he looked around. He shook his head and tried to get up from his chair. The orderlies 
grabbed him by the shoulder and shoved him back down. 


The doctor's eyebrow rose. "What is it, Mr Kakko? Do you recognize this man?" 
Tony shook his head over and over again. He pushed up on the hands holding him down 
"Mr Kakko, calm down. There's no need for this." 


Tears filled Tony's eyes, lips red and raw from biting them. Emotions swirled out of control inside, cold shivers 


racked his tiny form. 
"Mr Kakko, stop this right now. You must come to terms with your fate." 
Tony shook his head, tears streaming down his face. He mouthed the words "no" to the doctor. 


"I had hoped you would behave," sighed the doctor, and motioned for the orderlies to take him away. "But | 


guess that's not the case." 


KEKEE 

Tony again woke up in his hospital bed. He noticed the straightjacket was gone and tried to move his arms 
again. Tight nylon restraints held his arms and legs to the bed. He sighed and frowned at the black padded 
ceiling. 


"Tony!" 


Tony's head whipped around the room, trying to find the source of the voice. There was no one there in room, 
save for him and the gentle hum of the fluorescent lights above. 


“Tony, can you hear me?" 


Gasps of breath came out of the singer's chest. Eyes darting around to every corner of the room, desperate 


to find the familiar voice. 
The doctor appeared in Tony's doorway. "Why are you so agitated?" 
Tony's eyes dilated when he looked over at the door. He shook his head and closed his eyes. 


The doctor walked further into the room to stand by the bed. He touched Tony's leg. "What are you hiding 


from me? Are you experiencing something? Dreams? Thoughts? Sounds?" 


Brown eyes opened to stare up at the doctor in shook 
The doctor sighed. "You're hearing voices. This is not good. | will need to perform more tests on you, | fear: 
Tony shivered and shook his head 

"Its the only way to know what's happening to you 


A loud pounding filled the room and Tony's eyes widened even further. He searched around the room for the 


cause but again found nothing. 

The doctor shook his head. "This is worse than | thought." 

3 REE KE 

The others milled around him while Tony stared into the black swirling clouds outside. They didn't make sense 
to him, just as nothing in this place did. Shivers racked his body again for the tenth time that day. He didn't 


know what was wrong and neither did his doctor. 


A scrapping noise was heard to the left of him and he turned his head. The scared girl from the previous day 


had moved a chair next to his. 
She watched him seriously. "You need to fight this. You must not stay with us for very long, It's dangerous’ 
Tony stared at her in confusion 

"This place is not for you, Tony. You need to break free from it or it will be too late" 

Tony shook his head and tried to move his arms to say he didn't understand. 


"This place will destroy you. It's filled with your deepest thoughts and hells. You must go back to where you 
belong.” 


Tony shivered and moved away from the girl. 

The girl smiled "See, even your body knows it's time to leave. Fight it. Don't lose yourself in this madness." 
Two orderlies approached the girl and snatched her up from the chair. 

She looked underneath their arms. "Tony, fight it!" 


Tony frowned and shook his head. He stared back at the clouds. 


9 EEK KK 


Bed sheets and blankets shifted around Tony's shivering body. He bit his lip and willed his body to stop 
whatever it was trying to do to him. 


Pounding shook the room, knocking off tiny flecks of paint underneath the black padded walls. 

Loud screams filled his ears. "Tony! Tony! You have to wake up!" 

Tony closed his eyes and shook his head Those same screams had been filling his tiny hospital room al 
morning. The last thing he wanted to do was alert the doctor and gain more tests. He just wanted them to go 
away. 

"Goddammit, wake up!" 

Tony's eyes flew open and he stared at the wall. He mouthed one word - Henkka 

"Please! Wake up!" 

Tears trailed down his face as he repeated the name over and over again 

"Tony..dammit, please. | dont want to lose you." 


Sobs shook Tony's tired body, head shaking from side to side. 


Tony's eyes dilated, sudden heat starting at his feet and working its way upward. He leaned his head back and 


screamed 
SRB RB EE 

Marko pulled Henkka back from Tony's car. "Henkka, get away from there!" 

Henkka shook his head. "No dammit, Im not leaving Tony! We have to get him awake!" 
Tommy helped Marko drag Henkka away from wreckage. 

Chaos reined around them 


They watched helplessly as Tony's black car was slowly enveloped in flames. Sirens sounded in the distance 


from their call to the police and rescue. 


Henkka had tried breaking the glass to get Tony out but it wouldn't budge. He screamed and cursed for Tony to 


wake up from his hit to the head - but the singer remained inside, unmoving. He prayed that he would wake up 


soon and tell them he was ok. 


A large fire truck arrived on the scene and jumped into action, pulling out hoses and attaching them to water 


hydrants. Ambulances arrived next and made ready for Tony's still unconscious body. 


The firemen broke into the car with a red axe and jimmied the car door open to get Tony out. his limp body 


was placed on a nearby stretcher and carted off to the ambulance. 
Police surrounded the band members and questioned them about the accident. 


Henkka swallowed and nodded at one of them. "He was..he was in front of us. We were driving to the rehearsal 


place and out of nowhere he swerved and hit that post. | don't know..| don't know why he did it" 

The police officer nodded and entered it into his notepad. "Had he been drinking?" 

Marko shook his head. "Not at all. He wanted to be sober when we met our new guitarist 

"| see. That's all for now. I'll need your contact information before you go" 

All three nodded and provided the information 

Henkka looked up and frowned at the ambulance speeding away with Tony's body. 

RABE KE KK 

Tony groaned and reached up to rub his face with his hand. The soft glowing overhead lights blinded his eyes 
to what was around. He groaned at the dull ache of his head. Bile rose from his stomach to fill his mouth 
when he tried to sit up. 

"Easy, Mr Kakko. You're still weak from the tests" 

Tony opened his mouth to say something but only wisps of air came out: 

"Don't try to speak, it will only make it worse" 

Tony's eyes went wide, hand reaching up to his throat. His head shook from side to side. 


The nurse leaned out the doorway and called the doctor. "He's doing it again!" 


An older man walked into the room and frowned. "It just doesn't make any sense. All of the exams were normal 


and yet he persists in thinking he's in danger." 


"Should we sedate him again?" 


The doctor shrugged. "I don't know if it will help at this point. His friends are desperate to see him, but | can't 
allow them in here if he's acting like this all of the time." 


Tony's eyes widened. His tired limbs fumbled with the bed covers and slipped out of bed, intent on leaving. 


The nurse rushed forward to catch Tony before he fell. "Mr Kakko, you must not get out of bed. You're too 


weak." 


The doctor sighed. "You leave us no choice but to strap you down, Mr Kakko. We don't want you hurting 
yourself" 


Two orderlies walked inside to grab Tony and strap him down to the bed with restraints. 
Tony wiggled his arms and shook his head. Tears weaved out of his brown eyes. 


The nursed readied a needle and aimed it at the IV tube by Tony's bed. "I'm sorry Mr Kakko. It's for your own 
good." 


Tony's eyes fluttered, body fighting the sedative racing through his veins. Lights flashed before his eyes and 


then away. 


The last thing he remembered were the cries of his bandmates. 


